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some advice about it. Come and have tea to-
morrow evening after dinner. I'll ask the young
man to come along, too. He is well known; you
must have heard his name, Pierre Curie."
As Marie entered the sombre boarding-house
room where the Kowalskis lodged she noticed a
tall young man standing in the embrasure of the
balcony window. He looked very young, which
surprised her because she was expecting to meet a
man who had already made his mark. There was
something original and very striking about the
stranger, an ease, a grace, which seemed all the
more marked under his loosely-fitting clothes.
There was a clear transparency in the look with
which he welcomed the girl to whom he was being
introduced, which made him seem very honest,
very simple, very young. She liked his grave> yet
almost childlike, smile. They began at once to
talk of science, for was not that why they had
been brought together?
He was an unusual kind of man, the son of a
doctor, who had realised, while Pierre was very
young, that he was not the kind of boy who fits
well into a mould that suits other people; Pierre
wouldn't do for a public school, so he had a
private tutor to himself. He had grown up a
home-keeping boy, loving his father and mother's
company and that of his only brother. He had
taken to loving science, and also to delving into
his own mind and writing down his opinions in
his diary. "Women," he wrote, when he was
very young, "love life just for the mere sake of